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one season
sitting at the crystal window 
viewing the funeral of a frosted earth, 
hazy memories of a self-indulgent summer, 
exhilerates the metamorphis of light.
the mid-day twilight of november 
crawls into the crevice of the mind: 
like sandburg’s cat. 
eyes, half closed in pain 
frozen rivulets, icicles of sorrow 
frame a frosted, foreign face.
cold, chilling, crystal rain 
grasps the still warm bone marrow, 
frozen, frequent quakes; 
tremors from the heart.
dazed, dim, stark, silhouetted, naked trees 
raped of their fertile, virgin camouflage; 
remember ancient, legendary days 
of gentile breezes 
caressing delicate limbs.
cancerous, infidel wind devours
the scattered, defeated remnents of light.
whipping resurrected leaves into an orgiastic frenzy:
like pagan hoardes
sucking rome’s blood.
hiding in a crypt under a crystaline frostline 
lie the fearful flowers of a bloodied promise, 
surrendering to a soft, gray slush of spring.
thomas essig
Wire Trees
The wire trees bask in the heat of the gold bouquet,
And greedy wasps guard flowers for sale, rotting brown,
And gasping beneath a tight clear plastic wrap 
On an isle in the midst of a black-top stream.
The sun withers behind the metal palisades,
And red light flutters soft - fleeing of warmth and day.
The wreath is now fallen - golden heat banned; instead 
Glimmer hundreds, no, thousands of blossoming beams - 
Silver northern lights; unwilting glass and steel bloom 
In night’s freezing bite. Wild howling gusts leave the wire trees 
Undamaged. They forest the clifftops, not bending 
For any storm; not yielding so much as a twig.
Al Durney
Servant
My Boston fern still fills her windowpane, 
Exposed and public, curling tiny leaves 
as if with shyness, even though in vain;
And, backlit from below, her shadow weaves 
a ghost anemone upon the eaves,
As all her limbs obligingly she lifts
to dance in green; but still’s the air she cleaves,
And as I move the lamp, her shadow shifts.
Now living on my few but precious gifts -  
A cup of water, drops of liquid food 
(and sunlight, milky gold, through crystal sifts) -  
She takes from me, and gives to me, her good. 
She gives her essence, taking but her keep, 
Delighting in unequal partnership.
Lori Schwabenbauer
Sonnet to the City
The darkness rains a sticky ash, but flash 
The carlights eye-blind, blank-mind, head-on bound. 
They wash with white to purify the trash 
Of worker ants, once-gilded, in a mound.
And like the Pharaoh sleeping with his gold, 
Removed their hearts for paradise they sought,
But effigies each one his image sold 
For here and now -  hereafter afterthought. 
Forgetting time turns monuments to silt 
And rages over self-consuming fire;
Beneath a bloodied, muddied newsprint quilt,
The phoenix rises from the funeral pyre.
His wings are clipped; his feebled holed-soles slip, 
As neon suns florescent fight eclipse.
Anne Ciecko
YOUR ROOM
A brook, a bottle, a bench, a way of waiting, 
the body sweetens, the ghost stirs.
Clarivoyance ran on your mother’s side, 
you always said.
And when your room was quiet 
but for the alarm clock 
I’d force myself to hear some 
nightmarish shuffle of footsteps 
that was only a branch moved 
by the wind to scratch a window.
In one corner a staid ceramic puma, 
white with turquoise eyes, 
would sphinx-like guard nothing.
If a closet was opened, for a second 
there’d be an old incense breeze.
Your sister made for Kansas, 
leaving in another comer 
a bunk bed with no purpose.
Once, just to see what it was like,
I rose from the warm velvet
of your great aunt’s Queen Anne,
left the German Club in your high school
yearbook on the ottoman
and hoisted myself onto the upper bunk.
I thought I heard your laugh, 




I suggest we install 
a new telephone with 
a bright red button that 
lights up, so I can put 
the world on hold while 
I open the kitchen window 
for just one last deep breath 
of brisk burgundy autumn air 
and then pick up the receiver 
with enough life to last the 
winter.
Bernice Kates
CELERY & CHIVE DIP 
(thanks to LAS)
Popcorn scattered on a seafoam floor 
tastes no different than before, 
and psychotic laughter of depressives 
shows hyenas as regressives.
There’s no problem which 
twelve-year-old Scotch can’t solve.
Falling deeper into the hole of woe 
the two descend, continuing as though 
sober in the morning’s light 
when truly drunk in the dead of night.
Drug subculture swells the room, 
far from quiet as a tomb, 
and music swells the concrete rafters 
as the two grow ever dafter.
(The American public needs to know that alcohol 
lowers inhibitions, swells confidence, dulls 
discrimination, memory, and concentration, and 
at very high levels, can cause death.)
There’s no problem which 
twelve-year-old Scotch can’t  solve.
Tugs-of-war with banal reality 
full of daily triviality, 
lead us not into temptation 
but force us not into cessation.
Depression, regression, defection, secession -  
the world’s a place with no discretion, 
full of personnel managers whose job’s 
to interview the lesser slobs.
There’s no problem which 




He is a great and noble beast,
He runs in freedom from the east,
Free of man’s domain.
The wild mustang of the plains,
He runs in solitude, alone,
Unherded, unfettered, unknown.
He was a great and noble man.
From east to west, his tribal clan 
Was crushed beneath bars of steel.
The rifle’s loud and ringing peal 
Killed those who would defy, alone, 
Huddled, fettered and unknown.
Mustang — proud and noble beast —
Runs, the sun is in the east.
His shadow follows on the ground,
Silent, tranquil, without sound.
The sun goes down in western air.
He, his shadow, both still there.
Proud — he was a noble savage. 
Brought into the civilized age. 
Killed were those who would not change.
Changed are those who still remain. 
The light was shown of white man’s sin 
Who is the savage, we or him?
The mustang runs upon the plain.
He whinnies in the falling rain 
It washes him and makes him clean.
The sun reveals his shining sheen.
His shadow follows on the ground,
Silent, life like, without sound.
The noble savage makes jewelry.
It helps to boost the touristry.
He cries, his tears are falling rain 
That do not soothe his pain.
A wavering form is all light gives. 




The pieces of my life 
Lie scattered on the floor —
Like so many bits 
Of multi-colored glass.
I am the artist 
Picking up the pieces 
One by one
And meticulously arranging them 
So they best reflect The Light.
Like all good art,
My mosaic takes time
For each piece must be carefully analyzed
And handled with much tenderness.
A spectrum of colors is represented here; 
The violet friendships and apricot joy; 
Crimson pain —
The opaque blackness of doubt,
And faith’s crystalline blue.




And the pieces tumble back to the floor, 
Some shattering irreparably.
Then I am left
To put them back together;
Creating my mosaic 
Once again from scratch 
So it once again 
Amplifies 





Two hands embracing, like lovers.
Your hand felt hot when it took mine.
My thin, white skin was so cold.
It was stunned by the sudden warmth.
Face to face we come,
Erect, like praying hands.
Your body made to fit mine:
The remaining pieces of creation 
That complete a giant jigsaw.
II
So many million fragments 
In that puzzle box before us.
It will take us all night long 
To put just two together.
All night long, you and me.
To find a counterpart is hard work
In this cardboard world of shapes and colors.
But here are two. I think they match:
Parts of the leaves that make up the tree.
Do you see? This is you, and this is me.
Rita De Tommaso
DECLARATION 
(with thanks to JB)
Vivacious tunes merrily resound 
while mirthful echos swell up in the valley. 
Herald trumpets hung with purple banners 
celebrate triumphantly the regal entry.
The willows sway in blissful manner 
and scarlet tulips explode in the lea.
For I am the king of my own creation 
and I’m in charge by my own decree.
I can keep my coffers locked 
and give rewards just when I choose 
to those with whom I chanced to play 
when I had nothing left to lose.
Sunlight streams bring forth the day 
and aurora borealis saves the morning’s hues. 
For I am the king of my own creation; 
no longer shall I sing the blues.
Velvets, damasks, and down-filled quilts 
cover the bed where I recline 
and soaking in divine contentment 
I sip white nectar from the Rhine.
I worship life without resentment
its ordinary mysteries, both simple and refined,
for I am the king of my own creation,
and I’m all I have that I’m sure is mine.
Carol Lee Taylor 9
CIRCUS OF THE SCARS
Good afternoon, America, and welcome to Cir­
cus of the Stars! SEE a crack team of plastic 
surgeons try to change the expression on Lee 
Majors’ face! WONDER at the physical and fis­
cal manipulations needed to get Brooke Shields 
into Princeton! SHUDDER as Barbi Benton 
shatters glass and eardrums singing “Amazing 
Grace!” MARVEL as American celebrities do 
whatever they want to!
Ever wonder what would happen if you put 
out a diet book? Or appeared on Circus of the 
Stars, or Love Boat? Or published your autobio­
graphy? Or drove a 20-year-old taxicab in Battle 
of the Network Stars? People would laugh at 
you, or at least, I would. Why? You’re not a 
celebrity! Celebrities can do whatever they want 
to, without having to do it particularly well.
Right now, some questions are probably run­
ning through your head, like, Where do celebri­
ties come from? (ask your mom and dad about 
that one.) What can you do with celebrities?
Why do we worship celebrities, and what the 
heck is this guy talking about? I’ll try to answer 
the first three questions as we probe America’s 
love affair with the celebrity. (Figuratively, that 
is.)
The word “celebrity” comes from the Latin 
phrase “celer briteme,” meaning “Please 
examine your zipper.” The first celebrity in re­
corded history was Rhoncus, an actor in the 
dramas of Ancient Rome, who just happened to 
have several books on the very first Ancient 
Roman paperback book list, including “Ex Liber 
Labora Rhoncussissime, ” or “Rhoncus’ Workout 
Book;” “Septam-Die Bulimias'', or “Rhoncus’ 
Seven-Day Diet;” and “Vito Rhonco (dixit via 
Marcus Aurelius)” or “The autobiography of 
Rhoncus (as told to Marcus Aurelius).”
Modern stars have to work a little harder to 
become famous, but not much. One of the easiest 
ways to become a celebrity is to be related to a 
celebrity! Hence the Mandrells, the Jacksons, the 
O’Neals, the Baios, the Travoltas, the Barry­
mores; well maybe not the Barrymores. Ever 
wonder why there are 37 assorted Palances on 
Believe-it-or-Not? Nepotism. Ever wonder why 
Alex Karras and Susan Clark are never seen 
apart? Nepotism -  and Velcro. Ever wonder why 
Patricia Reagan got a part on Benji right after 
her father was elected president? Nepotism. 
Benji’s relatives obviously had a hand in the 
casting.
An easier way to become famous is to be 
famous, to be famous, to be famous. To under­
stand this phenomenon, let’s take your average
couple in Atlantic City. Who do they want to 
see? A good actor? No. A fine singer? Give me a 
break! A Playboy bunny? No -  well, maybe. But 
what they really want to see to see is a big star. 
Let’s say, for sake of argument, that the Tropi- 
cana hires Frank Sinatra, David Brenner or Vik­
tor the Rasslin’ Bear, and they don’t  show up. So 
the casino grabs some Joe off the street, say,
Yuri Andropov. Yuri gets on stage, tells a few 
jokes, sings, tapdances, goes home. The audience 
is convinced they’ve seen a big star.
One week later. Yuri is a big star. He’s booked 
at Bally’s, at the Brighton, at the Golden Nug­
get. He’s on Phil Donahue. “Mr. Andropov, is it 
true that vodka can get out ketchup stains?”
Two weeks later. He’s on the Love Boat, play­
ing Julie’s long-lost uncle.
Three weeks later. Yuri Andropov is the host of 
Saturday Night Live.
In a month, the man is a phenomenon! He’s on 
the cover of People, Cosmo, National news 
magazines. He does ads for Pizza Hut, Lite Beer 
from Miller and Buick! He’s on the Love Boat 
again!
A week later, the exposes come out. The 
National Enquirer gets into the act. “YURI 
ANDROPOV TO WED JACKIE 0. BEFORE 
BIZARRE CONVERSION TO DRUIDISM,” and 
“THE YURI ANDROPOV DIET.” And you won­
dered where he’s been for four months.
Now that you’ve got your celebrity, you may 
wonder what to do with it. I’ll ignore the obvious 
answer to that question, and show that celeb­
rities are encouraged to everything. People seem 
to think that anyone who’s good at one thing-er, 
famous at one thing, is necessarily good at 
everything. Fallacy #1. All stars can write. I 
shudder to think of the trees that will die within 
the decade so the world can read the Autobio­
graphy of Dolly Parton. Those that write movies 
are worse. Sylvester Stallone writes a movie 
called “Rocky,” about a little guy who faces in­
credible odds and loses. Then came “Rocky II,” 
about a little guy who faced incredible odds, 
and won. Then, “Rocky III,” about a little guy, 
who -  well, you get the idea. He is latest movie is 
called “Rookie,” is about a movie producer who 
goes against Hollywood, and wins, loses, loses, 
loses, and loses.
Fallacy #2. Any model can act. Remember 
Shelley Hack, the only woman ever fired as a 
Charlie’s angel? It was rumored that the woman 
had trouble acting warm in a steambath. And 
Rula Lenska, everyone’s candidate for invisible 
actress of the year. I had forgotten all about her
until I saw Leonard Nimoy tracking her down on 
“In Search O f ”
Fallacy #3. Anyone can act. Just look at Mr. 
T., if you can stand it. The man has spent his 
whole career playing himself, and he’s not even 
good at it!
Well, the Mr. T’s of this world can relax, for 
there’s a whole genre of shows that are reserved 
for bad actors. You got your Love Boat, Fantasy 
Island, Battle of the Network Stars, Hotel, Mas­
querade, Battle of the Network Boats, Bloopers, 
Blops and Bleepies, Battle of the Network Fan­
tasies, and Battle of the Network Bloopers,
Blops and Bleepies. The list is endless and 
nauseating.
Take Love Boat. Anybody who is nobody is on 
Love Boat. Ever wonder why the quality of act­
ing is so low. Why you never see Meryl Streep, 
James Earl Jones or John Lithgow on the Love 
Boat? I have found out who’s behind it. The 
Trilateral Commission.
In a recent interview with the Chairman of the 
Trilateral Commission, Gary Coleman, I was 
given a copy of the POUTAC, or Protection of 
Under-Talented Actors Code. If an actor can 
answer “yes” to one of the following questions, 
he is not allowed on Love Boat, Masquerade or 
the MacNeil-Lehrer Report.
#1. Have you ever won an Oscar?
#2. Have you ever been nominated for an Oscar? 
#3. Do you know what an Oscar looks like?
#4. Have you auditioned in the past five years? 
#5. Have you ever turned down a part?
#6. Have you ever turned down an interview?
#7. Have you ever done Shakespeare?
#8. Have your ever played Shakespeare?
#9. Have you ever heard of Shakespeare?
# 10. Do you know anyone who has ever heard of 
Shakespeare?
#11. Have you ever been on a show in which you 
did not play yourself?
Now that we know the strange places celeb­
rities come from, and what they can do, we may 
wonder why it is so popular to worship them -  
and why our standards are so low. My theory is 
this. Firstly, we want to take the low and make 
them high. Vicarious stardom, and I do mean 
dumb. This is why television is the preferred 
medium of celebrities, because it offers so much 
exposure. And some of those actresses get a lot 
of exposure.
More importantly, we worship bad actors be­
cause we like to take the high and make them 
low. We set up these tin gods so we can knock 
them down and feel superior ourselves. Let’s
face it, Mr. T is not much of a challenge to ex­
cellence; but sometimes, we don’t want to be 
challenged. I say, a good actor, or a good celebri­
ty, or a good doctor, or a good garbage man 
deserves the same esteem, and a bad actor de­
serves the same penalties as anyone who is bad 
at what they do.
In ancient times, people worshipped stars, like 
Deneb, and Sirius. Today, we still worship stars: 
Mr. T , Bo Derek and Cheryl Ladd. I think we 
should stop worshipping these people for being 
celebrities, and start challenging them, and our­
selves, to be excellent.
Greg Burton
PHANTOMS
What does it mean to fight a losing battle?
How does it feel to be human cattle 
Long since milked of human kindness?
Take away that inner fineness 
And what is left? Soulless Phantoms
Who can never really be at peace —
Lace curtains blowing in a nuclear breeze.
(Such dainty things — how did they survive?)
Is beauty left when there’s no one left alive 
To appreciate it? Empty Phantoms.
Cover up the eyes of madness 
When all they see is all the sadness.
They just might be tempted to end it all. 
Apocalyptic Firefall
From the sky a killing beauty. Phoenix Phantoms
Turning all they touch to ashes.
Phoenix blinks her lovely lashes 
Knowing there’ll be no rebirth 
Throughout the circle of the earth.
For what can come from Sterile Phantoms?
William M. Holte
12
Sonnet: To Tradition & Plagiarism
My love and my lust must wear Shakespeare’s pants; 
It’s known he had the biggest metaphors.
His words are Priestesses, known to be chaste;
My virgins would be eyed and labeled whores. 
Tradition, say some preachers, is the cloth 
Of finest fabric tailored into Time,
And unknown verse should always be adorned 
In proven costumes to catch a critic’s eye.
My morals should be shod in Shelley’s shoes,
My religion attired in Hopkin’s shirts;
My madness should slip into Sylvia’s noose 
And my compassion should wear Sexton’s skirts! 
Should a poet weave from fabric of one’s own,
Or rob the graves of masters for their clothes?
James J. Smith
EXPOSURE
yesterday was strange and sad
and as it ended (too soon, Lord, too soon)
I drove back, pain in my stomach 
wet laughter in my eyes; 
and I realize with some alarm 
that I had sat down 
(sans weariness, unaided by wine) 
and told of myself, 
explained myself, excused myself 
to relative strangers.
I have always hated photographs of me . . .
I have always feared some sepia 
daguerreotype that reminds me of how much 
I dislike myself.
when they nodded, sympathetic
I saw another picture and dreaded it.
yet that is the reversal of maturity.




Please bring me home tonight
For that scrap of steak, piece of potato
that are waiting, warming
I . .  just never realized how delightful my wife smells,
feels
loves
who stares fearfully every morning
watching me transform from her husband to a uniformed back 
getting into my car 
wondering, waiting, weeping
O  God
She is like the fresh spring blossom, fresh hyacinth 
quenches the fire in my guts,..  soothes my soul 
who can still give me comfort amid her anxiety 
my children 
not so young anymore 
proud fingerpainting 
the uniformed Little Leaguer 
the first boyfriend
1 just never realized what I had
not yet 
not now





The heat lay like a blanket, stifling all motion and 
sound, except for the incessant buzz of insects, and 
the steady, hollow noise of two hoes beating the dry 
earth in a sporadic rhythm. Shimmering waves of heat 
passed through the glaringly empty field as the two 
men toiled. Their backs, glistening with sweat, dis­
played healthy tans, which sharply contrasted with 
the pale, sickly stubble dotting the field they labored 
in.
The old man slowly nodded his hoary head with 
satisfaction as he watched the men toil. Akimbo, he 
watched as the plot was slowly transformed from a 
field of dead cornstalks into a living plot of earth, 
steaming under the hot noon sun. He stooped to lift a 
clump of the rich undersoil, allowing it to crumble soft­
ly in his hands. The cool moisture of the earth felt 
soothing to his calloused hands, and his leather-like 
face creased into a smile as he looked up at his friend 
and foe, the sun.
For more than three quarters of a century the sun 
and he had been companions. Though he sometimes 
cursed his benevolent orb, he more often smiled to it, 
giving thanks for the life that it produced. The yellow 
light that played on his wrinkled brow seemed to 
soothe him, easing the tension built by striving with 
the earth for so many years. The heat flowed around 
him, relieving the dull ache of decades which pervaded 
his bones. The turned earth presented itself at his 
weary feet, beckoning . . .  and the sun beat down 
relentlessly. One man dropped his hoe and turned to 
his companion,
“What say we call it quits?”
The other slowly stood erect, wiping his brow as he 
did so.
“Yeah, It’s getting awfully . . .  Hey! Look at the old 
man!”
They turned their eyes to the far end of the field, 
where the old man lay prostrate on the ground, his 
arms outstretched, as if to embrace the dark earth. 
Quickly they ran to him across the freshly turned field, 
stumbling over the furrows and heaps.
When they reached him they crouched by his side 
and turned his lank, withered body over. They looked 
at each other worriedly, supporting the grandfather 
between them.
“My God! It looks like a stroke or something.
W hat. . . ? ”
“Help me lift him. Lets try to get him out of the 
sun.”
At that moment the old man’s seemingly lifeless 
form stirred in their arms. His rheumy eyes flickered 
and opened, looking first on the sun, and then at the 
two faces which hovered at his side. He managed to 
rasp a single word:
“Wait”.
For the last time he looked at his celestial compa­
nion, which had been both mother and father to him 
for so long. He licked his ancient lips as if to speak, 
but he forgot the words. His eyes slowly shut, the 
image of Helios firmly implanted in them. He breathed 
a last breath of the hot air and was still.




The half gone sun still 
lights the city like 
an electrical fire — 
the day was good 
But the El leaves Market Street 
and the floating fiery blotch hides 
behind a cloud from where I sit 
moving full speed into evening 
Don’t forget to stop at Allegheny Avenue 
where elderly women bored 
with half-full shopping bags 
filled with the other half 




As I walk southward on the beach, I see 
The rocks; two jutting peaks of ashen stone 
Which tantalize the savage hungry sea;
On Ventnor’s shore they stand alone.
The pouncing pattern: slinking, crouching back, 
Then springing forward; lunging, fierce and proud, 
The foam-maned beast repeatedly attacks 
Its rocky prey, in each strike roaring loud. 
Unflinching are the battered rocks — they just 
Remain in place, unable to defend 
Against the vicious brute whose driving lusts 
Uncover them by eating at the land.
Awkward, some fiddler crabs and pipers flee 





tumbles over rocks 
wrinkled with algae and moss. 
Trees arc
forming coves of quiet green. 
Light spies through leaves 
creating earthen patchworks. 
Sun catches the water’s glimmer 
transforming the stream into 
a diamond laced passageway.
Maria Cavallaro
Water at the marsh
Cradles the wounded warm orb -  
Scarlet spilled on green.
Al Durney
Tight jade-buds soften 
and unfold, cupping hands stretched 
ready for raindrops
Fair and slender girls 
wear ribbons woven with sun­
light and emeralds
Branches dangle green 
hardening to yellow — brass 
chimes silent in wind
Icy rainfall beads 





You and your friends had parties 
on the other side of town.
The laughter seemed quieter there,
and when a moon shone
all of you headed for the deck
that faced the sea
with telescopes and martinis,
and quiet jokes and stilted laughter.
Once,
far enough away not to eavesdrop,
close enough to grasp
your gentle countenance
and to see that all your clothes
matched the night, I crept,
shifting sand, stone, and shell,
all the sound I made awash in the surf.
And all at once 
remembering Miss Bloomer, 
second grade’s Miss Bloomer, 
tall, thirtyish, gesturing teacherly 
in front of the blackboard, 
and a second grade mind, 
in the dead center of class, 
wondering what the heck she did 




Dozing Through the Seasons
The sky is bright and chilly-edged 
as April slips and stum­
bles in thinning drifts of snow.
The heartland, exposed and bull-dozed; 
the summer wheat cover pulled down 
to waken sleepy homes 
in beds of shiny new cities 
and little toy towns.
Winter’s architect in Spring 
sends farms and forests tumbling down 
a tree-walled mountain, 
balding in a sifted mist 
that blurs my eyes and stings my jaw.
A slapstick mimicry of Autumn, 
save one windflower, an enemy in the midst 




The world is a suicide that stands 
Weary of the challenge of the ledge;
That looks with consternation at the hands 
That cannot give its denizens the pledge.
The world is a mother on the ice 
Who cannot vow her children will not fall 
Who cannot name the superhuman price 
That death demands if she would keep them all. 
The world is a nurse who cannot sleep 
Knowing that her charge is on the way 
To the nowhere-realm where demons keep 
The careless suicidals whom they reap 
When multitudes provoke the clowns to leap 




Meager and meek, the good men assemble 
At the churchfront, planning the nearing ritual meal.
They huddle against December’s chill and one 
Cries an “Hallelujah” to the golden taxis 
Parading past, trailing toxic incense.
They take seats on concrete steps — cold moonlit pews.
Christmas nears; with it come the joys and visions 
Of holiday feast for the congregation.
When that Eve arrives, they will meet and dine 
At the Shelter, or maybe at the Red Cross chow 
Area across the way — in from the cold.
Mouths water and eyes gleam as approaches the bearer 
Of the blessed wine, first keeping to his breast,
Then doling out with careful eye to see that none 
Would sip too much of the crimson drink.
The jug soon empties; donations are sought,
But the collection is a fruitless one.
So the service ends — they go in peace,
Fanning into the streets. They will meet again 
On the holiest of nights — Christmas Eve.
Sunday at noon, the doors opened to greet 
The first, preferred congregation. A green bottle 
Lies on its side beneath the yew bush,
Serving as the lone sign of the faithful 
Worshippers at St. Andrews midnight mass.
Al Durney
Hilary Morning
I climbed the last step and turned.
The hallway seemed to stretch forever in front of me.
I almost didn’t start walking, but I did.
Suddenly the overhead lights seemed very bright,
Although the shadows all around still seemed deep.
Outside, it was pitch black.
An empty dorm has to be the most silent, loneliest place on earth.
It was so quiet the noises my shoes were making as they hit the floor 
Kept echoing back at me.
There was a window at the end of the hall, and, in the distance,
I could see myself approaching slowly,
A blue uniform and a white hat,
And a bit of light reflecting off a silver badge.
A ridiculously long flashlight hanging from my belt kept gently slapping my left leg, 
And even that slight noise kept bouncing around 
In the empty hall.
I walked past door after door,
Partly open.
All the rooms were empty.
I could see the special door ahead.
Outwardly no different from the rest.
I had made this trip a hundred times before,
But this hall had always been filled with talking, laughing girls,
And music,
And she had usually led me by the hand.
We’d be talking about the class we’d just finished.
But now it was three o’clock one August morning,
And Saint Hilary dorm was as silent and empty as a tomb.
I pushed the door the rest of the way open,
And turned on the light.
Except for being empty, the room was exactly the same.
It was tiny, because it was a single.
Suddenly the years vanished.
I could see her sitting at the desk.
Motioning me to sit on the bed,
And handing me a linear algebra textbook.
I could see her smiling and hear her talking.
The room was unchanged.
The desk and chair were in the same place.
One afternoon I had helped her move the bed, and it was still where we had put it.
I sat on it where I used to,
Facing a spot halfway between the desk and the closet.
The closet doors were half opened.
She used to keep exotic goblets and weird-tasting stuff on a shelf in the closet.
We’d do a little homework,
Then one of us would go to the closet and pour.
We’d start laughing and kissing,
Or just hold each other while we read the assigned chapters.
I looked in the partly open closet doors.
Half expecting to see the goblets and bottles,
And the comb, books, and mirror which always used to be there,
But the familiar shelf was empty.
Suddenly it was too much for me.
My eyes filled with tears.
For one crazy instant I imagined
That the half-closed closet doors were concealing her possessions,
That the closet only looked empty,
That if I opened it, everything would be there,24
And that if I reached in and took something out,
I would turn around and she would be standing by the desk.
I leaped off the bed and yanked open the closet doors.
The closet was empty.
The tears welled up, and I staggered back to the bed.
I yanked off the belt I was wearing.
It held the flashlight, handcuffs, and mercifully-silent walkie-talkie.
I dropped it on the bed with a plop.
I sat on the bed, and,
With the last symbols of all that masculine, macho bullshit gone,
I sobbed uncontrollably,
The tears running down my cheeks and nose.
I whispered her name.
She always used to wear the same perfume,
And the room still smelled like her,
Even after three years.
The irony of it all began to occur to me.
She’d just been a lot of fun to be around.
She had married someone else,
And I’d been cheating on a girl-friend.
I never even knew how much I’d cared,
Or how much I’d miss her now.
I wiped away some of the tears,
Fumbled for the belt and put it back on.
I stood in the doorway, facing the room and took one last look.
Then I turned off the light and turned around and started walking slowly 





an old man 
sitting
on a hot-plate 
manhole cover.
I said Hello,
And the luke-warm word 
smoked from my breath, 
never touching his.
For last night 
was cold 
in my room, 
even with my 
electric blanket on 10.
Stephen Ennis
THE PRINCIPLE OF EQUIVALENCE
If x equals x’
But x’ does not equal x —
If there is symmetry 
With no equality —
Then what remains of reality 
Or uncertainty at best?
Is our universe 
One-sided,
Subdivided or at rest?
Is continuity reality?
Is random chance 
A random guess?
Is disorder somehow organized, 
Predetermined to progress?
Is the truth somehow provided,
Or is justice just short-sighted,
Attached and yet unguided,
In a race long 
Preprovided,





Blaise Pascal was born in France at a very young age, 
and like most people, soon overcame this deficiency by 
growing older.
His father tutored him in mathematics and Blaise showed 
especial promise in this field.
But, alas, as a mathematician in a society which reveled 
in the noble deeds of men of action like the Three Mus­
keteers, he swiftly became a very depressed youth.
Blaise Pascal was a shy young man. He never spoke to 
anyone, even members of his immediate family, unless he 
had been properly introduced. As a result, most of his 
childhood years were spent learning to pass time. One of his 
favorite ways to spend a day was adding succesive sequen­
ces of integers in his mind.
Puberty came as a shock. He began to grow hair on his 
chest and became interested in girls — even those who 
didn’t know the quadratic formula. Nonetheless, his per­
sonal interest in math did not decline.
Lovers came and went for years, no matter what he did 
or how he tried to impress them. He went so far as to flatter 
them, remarking how much their figures resembled sine 
curves on either side, but to no avail. Disillusioned, he 
realized that women were not interested in his mind but 
only in his body.
One summer, Blaise was invited to London. He found 
that he loved the city. Strolling in Picadilly Square, he used 
to try to determine the base ten logarithm of the number of 
people in the square at any time.
The social life of London town was steamy, something 
was always going on. Blaise loved parties, and attended 
many, especially if he was invited. But it was a peculiarity 
of his not to go to any party if the day on which it was held 
was a perfect square. A friend had told him that was un­
fashionable in hip circles.
At one of these parties, he met Priscilla. She was the 
most beautiful woman he had ever seen. He bumped into 
her and excused himself, saying, “Vous etes la thirty- 
seventh personne qui j’ai bumpe into cette nuit; c’est une 
prime number, vous know!”
She was transfixed with amazement, “You’re French! 
Aren’t you?” she asked, “And a mathematician, too?”
“Oui, madamoiselle, je suis franpais,” il a repondu.
They began to talk and were getting along quite well. 
Unfortunately, Priscilla’s steady, Sir Isaac Newton, saw 
what was going on and was he mad! He ran over and 
punched Blaise in the jaw, breaking it and his own hand in 
one blow. Poor Isaac suddenly realized he’d forgotten about 
the force theory.
“Damn! Isaac, you twit! For every action there’s an 
equal and opposite reaction: his jaw breaks — your hand 
breaks — you should know that! You invented it! Isaac 
Newton, will you ever learn!” This was typical of Newton’s 
ravings. Some people say it all started when an apple fell on 
his head. Others, however, believe he was imitating his 
mother who had been a very strict and overbearing woman.
They both ended up in the hospital and were placed in 
the same room. They didn’t like the arrangement at first 
but after talking for some time, they discovered they had a 
lot in common and became fast friends. Luckily, neither of 
them spoke the same language or this never would have 
happened. Nonetheless, they were able to communicate 
algebraically.
Isaac explained the binomial theorem to Blaise who im­
mediately recognized it would be very useful in the field of 
probability and statistics.
Blaise Pascal was no imbecile. He realized that despite 
his friendship with Isaac, Priscilla could marry only one of 
them. He derived the probability that Priscilla would marry 
him. He discovered that she preferred Isaac, at least on 
paper. With his awareness of the situation increased, he set 
out to win her love.
He saw her frequently in the following months. They 
went to plays and festivals together. He took her frolicking 
with him on the banks of the Thames, Despite all this,
Isaac continued to see her — and when Blaise tried meeting 
her secretly, Isaac was always there, watching them.
It was not long before the London social circle became 
aware of these strange goings on. It was obvious to all that 
the three were caught in a love triangle. Many of Newton’s 
rich friends blamed Pascal for causing trouble. Soon, talk of 
“Pascal’s Triangle” was the juiciest gossip in the Houses of 
Parliament and Picadilly Square.
Blaise and Isaac decided to have it out once and for all. 
They met on the banks of the Thames and argued for hours. 
Isaac finally agreed that fluids do transmit equal pressure 
in all directions after a demonstration by Blaise in the river 
— but only on one condition — that Blaise accept the Law 
of Universal Gravitation.
“Okay, okay! I’ll agree to satisfy you, but someday Eins­
tein will come along and show that it’s not so simple!” said 
Blaise after a long and heated discussion on General Rela­
tivity.
Then they started what they came for — Priscilla — 
whom did she really love?
“She loves me, you knave!”
“Cur! It’s me she loves!”
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“You know nothing of love!”
“More than you!”
Unable to solve their dilemma in this way, they took 
another approach. Through the use of the binomial 
theorem, they discovered — much to their dismay — that if 
either of them married Priscilla and had children, and their 
children had children and so on endlessly, that the resultant 
population explosion would cause war, starvation, poverty 
and a staggering Federal deficit.
“You can marry her,” each said to the other, “I don’t 
want to be blamed for all that!” They both swore to remain 
celibate, at least for the time being.
The two parted and each went his own way, a little sad­
der but a little wiser as well.
Modern man honors Blaise Pascal for his valiant self- 
sacrifice for the good of all Mankind; we revere him for his 
contributions to mathematics and philosophy, but we best 
know him today as the man who invented the love triangle.
Brian Sammond
Castle In The Sky
And in His castle in the sky 
His children laughed and played.
But the fool, filled with vain discontent, 
created a basement door 
and garnished the exit with decorations 
no child could resist.
One by one, they fell from grace
and tumbled into an almost infinite abyss.
The fool turned, gave Him a defiant, sinister smile 
and walked out of the front door 
with such a false sense 
of vain accomplishment.
But there was no floor 
outside the castle door 
and the fool tripped into agony.
He looked around His empty home
and shed a tear
no waterfall will ever parallel.
Now the games are wars and there is little laughter. 
But some children still hear the Cry 
and see a teardrop reflected 
on every star in our sky.
They search to find in each other
a glimmer of recognition
and begin their ascent toward home.
Why settle for a mansion on the ground, 
when you can envision a castle in the sky?
Anthony Banks
ANTICIPATED REFLECTION
Sometimes in mid winter
there is a day
that brings a bit of spring
just for a day
reality wanders off and
we look into a time not yet here
a time we’ve all lived before
a day, a week, many years all end
in unison the same page turns
details fade away as the pale blue shirt
was really green, are not we all
who wait so long for fantasy
like one at the bus stop in the rain
we wait so long, our feet turn cold
it’s finally here and so’s the smile
but was it worth the wait for
that musty bus that came so late
was the wrong one that took
the Green somewhere into mid winter
where we need hat and muffler
because, no, spring’s not here
though we saw a dab from the
artist’s palette well blended




The winter sings against the window pane 
For two who grope in darkness with their fear; 
He holds her close and whispers in her ear —
To feel like ice is sad but not insane.
She hears his words echo all her pain,
For he now risked to lose what he held dear 
And let the winter freeze both laugh and tear; 
She did not want to love again in vain.
She shuns his words which fall like rain in spring 
To free that life which winter tries to keep 
From being born to just be killed again.
By morning, snow has covered everything. 
Against his heart, she lies in frigid sleep.




I was thinkin about 
what a friend had said, 
I was hopin it was a lie 
-  Neil Young
With quiet recollection 
I looked for the road 
that was yours 
to the great mansion 
on the hill — 
the one summer hid, 
and I questioned the bother.
Distance and a generous bay window 
let me watch you descend to the shore 
to sidearm stones swiftly gauged 
for performance.
And as you got older, 
and your mother stopped putting 
flowers in your hair 
you’d take the other road 
to town and leave the beach for strolls 
with boyfriends ankles rolled denim 
and chests death crossed sweaters.
The bay window, 
clouded now with ocean salt, 
breeds as only Sunday can 
a dawn of quiet reassurance 




I wish to cry to my old God 
who is as far from me 
as my father is, who sits 
at arm’s length in this livingroom 
watching T.V.
I wish to cry to a Heavenly Father 
I just cannot reach,
Who may be only a name 
in my mind 
For I am a child 
who worships that Name 
and that flesh called the Name 
and the mind maybe not 
Like the mind I placed in the flesh — 
I wish to be touched 
by a Heavenly Father,
But I know that a name 
cannot touch 





As for me, I am an artist with a “love-colored soul” 
Painting pictures in natural splendor.
I will take from the tiger, her orange passion 
the dove, his white purity 
the night, his black mystique 
and the day, her golden light 
Blend them all together and tone color 
A symphonic world!
Red passion will ride inside blue tranquility 
And we will see our souls 
Reflected in each other’s eyes.
But we are more than mirrors,
We are prisms that absorb and diffuse 
The Colors of The Master.
And then, when “vibes in the sky invite us to dine”, 
We can show Our Father what we finger painted and 
Bathe in the Light of His appreciation forever. . .




The spiders measure 
Out the space they need 
And spin their webs 
From stick to stick 
And leaf to leaf; 
they establish hidden 
Central bases —
Dry leaf capitals —
And watch the world 
Through dark Spartan eyes 
From their sequestered thrones. 
Most lesser citizens 
Who pass the spiders by 
Pay reverence by keeping 
Their margins wide;
Yet life is such 
that creatures, though 
Not blind, still stumble 
Into territory
Not established as their own. 
And Darwin stated 
Long ago: Don’t violate 
International Law —
Only the strong survive.
But must they eat the flies?
James J. Smith
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Lisa and the Ride to School
Wissahickon Drive is no fun to drive on any more. For 
years, it has needed to be widened, so that traffic could flow 
along it more easily. You see, the reaction of a Philadel­
phian to a road that does anything at all except move ahead 
in a perfectly straight line is to drift over into your lane and 
then slam on his or her brakes. Wissahickon Drive is much 
too narrow for that, so one used to be able to borrow the 
oncoming traffic’s lane and continue on one’s way unmoles­
ted. When, early in 1980,1 was that one of the purposes of 
the construction along Wissahickon Drive was to widen it, I 
was overjoyed. “Finally!” I thought. “Lanes wide enough to 
drive smoothly on!”
No such luck. The city of Philadelphia, in its infinite wis­
dom, widened Wissahickon Drive eight inches so that it 
could put up a two-foot-wide concrete barrier down the 
middle of the road. Needless to say, the lanes are now 
narrower and more dangerous than ever, and it is now 
impossible to get out of the way of the lane-drifting, brake- 
slamming idiots. Thankfully, the events I am about to relate 
took place before the appearance of the impediment to the 
continued smooth flow of traffic.
The day of the lousiest ride to school of my life started 
ordinarily enough. The alarm clock’s teeth-rattling, bone- 
jarring, “this-is-the-end-of-the-world-so-you’d-better-get- 
up” buzz yanked me from a sound sleep and a very pleasant 
dream about Lisa. As I fumbled frantically for the off- 
button, reality began to return in the form of my wife,
Robin. She was sprawled across her side of the bed (and a 
good portion of my side, as well), with the usual expression 
of intense loathing on her face. The faces of all of the other 
women and girls I’ve ever slept with have relaxed in sleep, 
becoming beautiful things to watch. Robin’s face, on the 
other hand, was an excellent incentive for removing myself 
from the bed as quickly as possible and hurrying toward 
the shower. Thank God it was Monday. After a whole 
weekend of putting up with Robin’s drunken rages and 
sporadic refusals to bathe or brush her teeth, Lisa’s sweet, 
innocent face would seem like food and drink to someone 
starving in the desert.
I tiptoed in the dark along the narrow space between the 
bed and the wall, trying not to make noise or turn on a 
light, either of which would have woken Robin up and 
sparked another tantrum. But the mountain of junk with 
which Robin insisted on blocking this little aisle had mys­
teriously grown during the night, as the sudden agonizing 
pain in my toe indicated. Then something started falling 
from the top of the mountain of junk, working its way down, 
sounding something like a coffee can containing about a 
dozen marbles being bounced down a cement staircase. 
Robin sat up in bed. “Can’t you be a little more quiet!” she 
demanded in her special voice, a cross between a snarl and 
a whine. “Some people are trying to sleep!” She flounced 
back down on the bed.
The day continued as they always did. I cut myself shav­
ing, put on socks that didn’t match, had difficulty locating a
clean shirt (because of Robin’s allergy to washing machines), 
and spilled cereal on the floor. As I finally stepped out the 
front door, I took a deep breath of fresh air and removed 
everything but school from my mind. A great weight lifted 
itself from my shoulders.
Well, almost everything but school. One of my favorite 
pastimes is driving, and I can get a certain amount of en­
joyment even from rush hour. I bought a ‘68 firebird for a 
ridiculously low figure several years ago, and I’ve spent 
many happy hours tinkering with the engine and suspen­
sion, trying to obtain one more extra ounce of performance 
and handling.
I closed the car door behind me and turned the key in the 
ignition. The engine thundered to life. I let it warm up for a 
minute, then backed out of the driveway and started down 
the street.
At the comer, if I am on time, there is always a schoolbus 
picking up children. A SEPTA bus is always trying to get 
around it, just as I approach from the other direction. The 
driver of the SEPTA bus always gives his horn a blast right 
in my ear, and I always reply with an obscene gesture. It’s 
sort of a ritual between us. This morning, for some reason, 
the SEPTA bus wasn’t there, and I got around the school- 
bus without difficulty. The middle finger of my right hand 
began to itch.
I turned on the car radio as I was waiting for the traffic 
light at the next intersection, Montgomery Avenue. Almost 
immediately, however, I turned it back off again with a cur­
se. “More news, ” I muttered. “Nothing but murders, lay­
offs and strikes. Especially strikes. Who the hell cares?
The whole damn world could go on strike and it wouldn’t 
affect me any.”
There seemed to be more people than usual waiting at 
the comer for the bus. They were milling around, glancing 
at their watches, and looking angrily up the street in the 
direction the bus was supposed to have come from. “I bet 
he’s late,” I thought. “Serves those clowns right. If they put 
their money in banks instead of into the pockets of SEPTA 
officials, they could afford cars.”
At the next traffic light, which was invariably red, I 
lowered the window to adjust the side mirror. More children 
were waiting for a schoolbus, and, as I reached for the 
switch to raise the window again, one of them began to 
recite poetry to the others:
“If you’re down and out of hope,
Grab a pipe and smoke some dope.
If you’re down and out of luck,
Grab a broad and go get —”
The light changed at that moment, the window was up by 
then, and the engine’s rumble drowned out whatever he 
was going to have said.
Sudden motion ahead of me and to my right caught my 
eye. A woman in a bright red Cadillac was running the 
light. She cut right across my path to make a left turn, 
while glaring at me as though it were my fault that the
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light turned red on her. She missed my front bumper by 
scant inches, and I briefly considered simply allowing my 
car to slam into hers because of the valuable lesson she 
would be taught by the amount of damage my decidedly 
modest old heap would have done to her shiny new Cadillac. 
Instead, however, I put on my brakes, leaned on my horn 
with one hand, and found sudden relief for my other hand’s 
itching finger.
As my trip to school progressed, I noticed that there 
seemed to be an awful lot of people waiting for busses at 
every comer. Every time I stopped, I noticed them. And 
there seemed to be very few SEPTA buses to pick them up.
I couldn’t recall seeing a single one.
I fought my way to the road I use which parallels City 
Line Avenue. It’s quicker than City Line, and less crowded. 
It empties out on to a street which leads to Wissahickon 
Drive. And it is along Wissachickon Drive where those who 
can drive are separated from those who can’t. This 
particular piece of highway engineering brilliance is loaded 
with hairpin turns, one lane gets narrower right where it 
should get wider, and there’s a police station at one end to 
remind people of the speed limit. And, as I mentioned be­
fore, there is now (although there wasn’t when these events 
took place) a concrete barrier down the middle of the road, 
so that it is now impossible to simply proceed along un­
molested.
The left lane, however, was usually clear, as it was on 
this particular day, and since my car was specifically de­
signed to corner faster than most, and since I had fiddled 
with the car’s suspension to improve its handling still more,
I zipped along in the fast lane, as was my custom. That 
morning, I did somethng else I always do: as I passed the 
police station, I thumbed my nose at the blue and white 
cars and squat, ugly building, and shouted “You pigs’ll 
never get meV’ It makes me feel better.
Tires squealing, I whipped aroung the hairpin turn which 
immediately follows the police station only to find a Lincoln 
Continental stopped dead in my lane. The driver of the Con­
tinental wasn’t signalling, he didn’t have his flashers on, he 
didn’t even have his brake lights on to warn anybody that 
he was motionless. Maybe he just suddenly decided he 
couldn’t  live another second without stopping to admire the 
view and the rest of the world could just go to hell; I don’t 
know. All I know is that the Continental looked as big as a 
house and was looking bigger every instant.
I have no idea how fast I was going — a glance at the 
speedometer at the moment would have been redudant 
and suicidal — but I needed no gauge to tell me I was going 
a bit too fast to stop. Anyway, only a fool slams on his 
brakes when he sees something ahead of him; a properly 
trained driver does what I did. There was traffic to my right 
and the Continental ahead of me, which left only one place 
to go. I yanked the sterring wheel to the left, scared the 
driver of the oncoming Volkswagon half to death, and even 
had time to give the driver of the Continental my favorite
obscene gesture as I roared around him. I even used my 
turn signal when I returned to my own lane. I breathed a 
sigh of relief.
The situation was not all peaches and cream, however. 
This unpleasant fact was announced by the appearance of 
red and blue flashing lights in my rear-view mirror.
“So you don’t like the way I avoid obstacles,” I shouted 
at the image in my mirror. “You’d rather see a wreck in­
stead?” I mashed my foot down on my accelerator pedal. 
“But what I said back there still goes — you’ll never get 
me! ’ The car shot forward, and the tires squealed louder as 
I rounded curves. La Salle College, my destination, was 
only a couple of miles away, and if I could get to the park­
ing lot before the policeman could get close enough to me to 
read my license plate number, I could park the car and get 
out of it, and he wouldn’t be able to prove it was I he was 
chasing. His siren began to wail behind me.
Wissahickon Drive and Wissahickon Avenue are connec­
ted by a short little road, less than a block long, that I can 
never remember the name of. I swerved around the people 
waiting for the traffic light and skidded to my right onto 
the little connecting road. Almost immediately, I repeated 
the maneuver, and got onto the Wissahickon Avenue. I skid­
ded to my left at the next traffic light, Cheltan Avenue, my 
tires screaming in protest.
The big, heavy police cruiser (I think it was about a ’75 
Plymouth Fury) simply was not able to keep up with my 
souped-up sports car going around the curves on Wissahic­
kon Drive, and still less so around the corners where the 
traffice lights were. Glancing in the rear-view mirror, I saw 
that I had managed to put a fair amount of distance bet­
ween us. But I would still have to survive Chelten Avenue, 
which is long and straight; the police car would have its 
advantage of siren and flashing lights to clear people out of 
its way while I would have to fight my way through the 
traffic. Which reminded me — where was the SEPTA bus 
which was always blocking the intersection of Wissahickon 
Avenue and Chelten Avenue? I looked back in the mirror 
again, but the bus simply wasn’t there.
The traffic light ahead of me turned red. Desperately, I 
turned on my headlights, hoping someone would see me and 
not start throught the intersection, and mashed down har­
der on the gas pedal (I don’t know what I was trying to 
accomplish; my foot was already pressed against the floor.). 
If I thought the Lincoln Continental which had stopped 
dead on Wissahickon Drive had looked as big as a house, it 
had been nothing compared to the cement mixer which was 
now lumbering across my path, completely oblivious to my 
headlights, my horn, and my shouted curses.
I moved the car as far to my left as I could get. Then I 
turned the steering wheel to the right and slammed on the 
brakes. The back end of the car skidded sharply to my left, 
and I was facing the cement mixer. (The driver simply blew 
his horn at me and kept coming.) But I was almost home 
free. I rammed my foot down on the gas pedal, turned the
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wheel to the left, and skidded the rest of the way through 
the intersection. Looking in my mirror, I saw the police car 
working its way behind the cement mixer. He was a little 
closer to me than before the light had turned red, but not 
too much. Unfortunately, as the cement mixer finally got 
through the intersection, I saw a second police car roaring 
up the street after me.
The trolley tracks at the intersection of Chelten Avenue 
and Germantown Avenue usually make me shudder when I 
think what they must be doing to the alignment of my front 
end, but this morning, for some reason, there wasn’t a 
SEPTA trolley blocking the way, and I was able to veer 
around to a smoother section of track when I crossed Ger­
mantown Avenue. The policeman who had first started 
chasing me duplicated my swerve around the rough section 
of track. The second policeman, however, chose not to try 
this, electing, instead to try to charge straight through the 
intersection. I could almost hear the jarring thud as his 
front tires slammed into the insides of his fenders. The 
police car lurched, temporarily out of control as the tires 
fought to regain contact with the pavement.
And a third police car chose that moment to try to join 
the fun, skidding around the comer from Germantown 
Avenue to Chelten Avenue. There would have been plenty 
of room for a skilled driver to place the third police car next 
to the second police car, but the second one was in the grip 
of the trolley tracks. It seemed to leap sideways into the 
third police car, sending it crashing into the cars parked at 
the side of Chelten Avenue. It bounced off of one of the 
cars, back end swinging wildly. It slammed back into the 
second police car, and they both ground to a halt, bumpers 
locked together. A fourth police car, which I hadn’t even 
seen until now, was trying desparately to stop before it 
crashed into what was left of the second and third cars. But 
it hit the trolley tracks also. Even the world’s best driver 
can’t negotiate a turn or bring a car to a stop when the 
front wheels are bouncing wildly over hunks of metal that 
shouldn’t be on any road in the first place. The police car 
skidded viciously, then slammed helplessly into the wrec­
kage of the other two police cars. The last thing I saw in the 
distance behind me was a policeman getting out of one of 
the cars, shouting furiously into a microphone he was hold­
ing in one hand, making an obscene gesture in my direction 
with his other hand.
A child waiting for a schoolbus stepped out in front of my 
car. As with the Lincoln that had started this whole mess 
way back on Wissahickon Drive, stopping was more than 
just out of the question; it was stupid and impossible. And I 
had no intention of simply dropping cooperatively into the 
waiting arms of the police, anyway. Desperately, I leaned 
on my horn, and moved to my left, into the path of oncom­
ing traffic, although neither the traffic nor the child could 
possibly have heard my horn over the shrieking of the tires, 
the roar of the engines, or the scream of the police sirens.
At the last possible second, an approaching car slowed
down a little bit, and I fit between it and the child, missing 
both by inches.
The incident unnerved me. My head began to spin. I con­
tinued driving, weaving in and out of traffic and forcing 
other people off the road, but I was doing it mechanically; 
my mind was elsewhere. I almost felt as though it were 
wrong for me to try to get away from the police cars — I 
had risked some little kid’s life with my antics. And what 
about the policemen themselves? They didn’t have anything 
against me; they were just doing their jobs. What if some of 
them had been hurt in the wreck I’d caused?
I looked in the mirror. The police car which had first start­
ed chasing me way back on Wissahickon Drive was much 
closer to me now, almost close enough to read my license 
plate number. Sudden anger cleared my head. What the hell 
right did the cops have to dictate what kind of evasive 
action I took to get out of the way of the Lincoln? It wasn’t 
my fault some idiot decided he just had to stop dead in the 
middle of the road. The intersection of Chew Street and 
Chelten Avenue was just ahead. With a little bit of effort, I 
could show that cop that policemen aren’t the world’s only 
good drivers.
I yanked the steering wheel. The tires screamed in agony 
and the car actually went up on two wheels as I skidded 
savagely on to Chew Street. There are always a lot of 
children at the intersection of Chew and Chelten, walking to 
school or waiting for the bus. The crossing-guard’s nor­
mally cheerful face was contorted in rage as she shook her 
fist at me. She screamed, “You honky mother —” I couldn’t 
hear the rest.
The only way to get a parking space at La Salle College 
is to arrive there so early that no one else is there yet, and 
that is what I had been doing every morning since the 
beginning of my freshman year. The more proficient I got at 
dealing with the Philadelphia traffic, the more I began to 
arrive at the same time every morning. This led to my se­
lecting the same parking space every day. Lisa and I had 
christened it “my” parking space, and frequently she would 
be waiting there for me when I arrived at school.
I ran the last three red lights, causing people to slam on 
their brakes to avoid hitting me. The squealing of their tires 
and blaring of their horns made my head start spinning 
slowly again. A faint mist seemed to cloud everything 
around me. I could see the entrance to the La Salle parking 
lot in the distance, for once not blocked by a SEPTA bus. It 
began to look like some sort of sanctuary. I had pulled far 
ahead of the police car by now, and if I could just make that 
last turn, safety and Lisa would both be waiting for me in 
my usual parking space.
The time had finally come. I skidded around the turn, 
sending the security guard scurrying back to his glass en­
closed booth. I slammed the transmission down into a lower 
gear, and shot forward. The parking lot seemed deserted. 
There was Lisa, however, waving from “my” parking space.
I skidded in. I pushed so hard on the brake pedal that I
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locked up all four wheels. I yanked the key from the igni­
tion, leapt from the car, and stood leaning against it, pant­
ing and shaking. It was so cold outside that I could see each 
of my exhalations, but sweat covered my forehead. Lisa 
came out from around the car she had taken refuge behind 
(I guess I did pull in a little faster than usual), and threw 
her arms around me and kissed me. I pulled here closer to 
me, hugging her tightly, glad just to have her around. My 
head started spinning faster, the mist seemed to be getting 
thicker, and the whole world seemed to be rotating, with 
Lisa and me at the center, but I didn’t  care. It began to feel 
as though everything were going to be all right.
Everything was definitely not going to be all right. The 
police car which had first started chasing me, blindingly 
bright red and blue lights flashing, siren screaming and 
tires shrieking, skidded to a stop behind my car.
“Hi, Jeff,” Lisa said brightly, as though the police car 
weren’t  even there. “School’s closed today. Didn’t  you hear 
on the radio? SEPTA’s on strike again, so nobody can get 
here, so school’s closed today. You didn’t have to come in at 
all today.” Lisa has a tendency to babble. “You look really 
awful. Did you have a hard time getting here today? I was 
afraid you would hear about the strike and not come in at 
all this morning. But you usually curse at the radio and 
turn it back off again whenever the news comes on, so I was 
hoping you’d come in anyway so we could spend the whole 
day together, instead of just 3 couple of hours. Why is that 
policeman putting handcuffs on you? Just think, we could 
spend the whole day up in my room.” There were at least 
five police cars in the parking lot by this time, with more 
arriving every second. Most of the policemen were pointing 
shotguns at me and yelling things like “Go on, motherfucker 
— try something!” One of the policemen simply fingered his 
baton thoughtfully and said softly, “I guess you didn’t hear 
about what I did to the last guy who didn’t  pull over when 
he saw my lights and siren.” Another police car skidded to 
a stop nearby. A policeman got out of the back, holding a 
bloodstained handkerchief to his forehead. He had ob­
viously lost an argument with a windshield. Two other 
policemen were holding him back. He was screaming, “Get 
your fucking hands off me so I can kill him!”
“Wait,” I said meekly. “You act like the cost of the 
damage to your car is coming out of your next paycheck.”
This did not placate the policeman very much. He screamed, 
“It is!” It took three more policemen to hold him back.
Lisa was still chattering. “I hope your wife doesn’t listen 
to the radio too much. She might hear that school’s closed 
and wonder where you went to and find out about us. My 
last boyfriend’s wife called up my mother and said some 
really nasty things to her about me.” The policeman who 
had first started chasing me had put me in the back seat of 
his police car by this time. He slammed the door, mercifully 
shutting out the rest of Lisa’s chatter. He went around to 
the front seat, sat behind the steering wheel, then turned
around to glare at me.
“It’s disgusting, what you damn college kids’ll do to get 
out of a simple warning about a burned-out turn signal. I 
saw what happened back there; I knew there was no place 
for you to go except around that fuckin’ Lincoln. And, to be 
honest, I thought signaling when you went back in your 
own lane was pretty cool. But you’ve got two taillights on 
that side, and one of ’em’s burned out, so I decide to give 
you a nice, friendly warning. But no, you think you’re some 
kind of hot shot; you take off.”
My head started spinning faster, and the mist got thicker. 
The policeman was still talking to me, but his voice seemd 
to be getting fainter and fainter, until he was no louder 
than Lisa, who was still going a mile a minute at me 
through the closed window of the police car. “Jeff, are you 
in some kind of trouble? Have you been speeding again? 
Honestly, you drive worse than I do, and I’m not even old 
enough to have a license yet.” I realized the police car was 
moving, easing its way through the other police cars and the 
onlookers. And Lisa was running after us, still chattering, 
“Jeff, I’ll come bail you out — is there any money in your 
car? I used to have to bail my last boyfriend out all the 
time. One day his wife came down to bail him out just as I 
was leaving the police station with him. She did almost 
eight hundred dollars damage to the police station before 
these two cops tackled her. I gave her a black eye, though. 
One cop kept saying he couldn’t see how my boyfriend 
was worth fighting over.”
Sighing, I closed my eyes and leaned back in the seat as 




I could chart your course
on a cartographer’s landscape
with the stages of your waitress dreams
trailing dotted lines, countries pastel,
a red Russia for mood,
a trying pink the square of Chad,
the slender grey of the isthmus
between Americas
and what good would it do,
coming up with golden vision
of railway and airport magic.
You’re not a dream, nor are you any cartographer’s
rainy Monday afternoon
of compass sharpness and graphitic sheen.
You’re a quantum leap from shells, 
a star’s struggle to supernova your way 
to completeness and marriage.
You borrow your good times from tips, 
and I’ve never seen 
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